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Zachary Kauz (Class of 2021) is a Business Analytics & Information 
Technology major and active contributor to the Rutgers Review. More than 
just that, he has built flutes and a guitar by hand! Zach can be found enjoying 
the local music scene and eating with friends in New Brunswick. However, you 
can also find him home recording music and constantly browsing thrift shops. 
If Zach could choose anyone to narrate the story of his life, he would choose 
the widely acclaimed, Jeff Bridges. If he could travel anywhere in the world, he 
would go to Lisbon, Portugal for the music, ocean view, and pastries. When 
asked for his favorite season, Zach proudly proclaims raspberry season. 


Faith Franzonia (Class of 2020) is majoring in Visual Art and 
Journalism & Media Studies and works as Potpourri Editor and Design 
Director. She is looking forward to living in Buenos Aires for several months 
next year after living in Mexico for a couple months this past summer studying 
Spanish. She enjoys thrifting, practicing piano, photography, reading and 
writing. If she could only eat one thing for the rest of her life it would be 
Captain Crunch, Crunchberries cereal. She enjoys roaming around the suburbs 
of New Brunswick in the late afternoons and evenings photographing houses, 
"they all have personalities, they feel alive." 


Caelan Sujet (Class of 2020) is a junior and our Online Editor. He 
would like people to know that he is annoying sarcastic so he promises he’s 
not being rude he just can’t help it. If he could live anywhere in the world, he 
would live in NYC, “There’s just something about the feeling you get coming 
out of the subway. You get hit with so many lights, colors, feelings and smells. 
There’s so much energy all the time, it makes me feel like I always have some- 
thing to give, I love that”. Lastly, his favorite place at the school is over on 
Somerset St. across from the train station. “It’s one of those places that slows 
everything down for you. You get to watch people running on and off the train 
and it just kinda pats you on the shoulder and let’s you know that it’s okay to 
step out of the fast lane”. 


LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 


I watched a lot of Tarkovsky in November (before 
the death of Filmstruck) and while I can’t hope to 
understand all of it in such few watches, there are 
some visual sequences that floored me from the 
start. The thirty seconds of weightlessness in Solaris 
are marvelously powerful, and Stalker's plea to the 
professor near the end of Stalker hits like a truck. 
However, like much art, parts of Tarkovsky’s 
movies impressed me for seemingly unknown 
reasons. 


When we see The Zone for the first time in 

Stalker, it feels monumentally significant to us. At 
first I thought this must be due to the sound, as the 
scene is perfectly silent and still, but Tarkovsky has 
no issues being quiet before that moment. No, it 

is not the sound that emotionally captures us, but 
the simple fact that the grass is green. Up until The 
Zone is entered, Stalker consists entirely of gray, 
brown, and orange shots. We enter The Zone with 
Stalker, and our eyes feast on the green, allowing us 
to share in his triumph and delight at having 
returned. For Stalker, that green means home, but 
at The Rutgers Review, we know that color can 
mean so much more. We've decided to explore 
color in this issue, and we hope you see it just as 
vitally as we do. 
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THE NFL SUX 


very Sunday, from the first week of Septem- 
bz to the first week of February, whether it's 

home alone with a reddit stream, out at bars 
with friends, or at the actual stadiums, most red 


blooded Americans with a pulse find some way to 
watch NFL Football. 


The league has spread to every corner of the 
country, and has its viewers in a stronghold. You 
can keep track of any game on your cell phone, 
ipad, tv, and radio. Such easy access to the game 
has allowed viewers more insight into the issues 
emerging within the league. As a result, it seems 
that the beginning of the end of the NFL may 
finally be within reach. 


For years, football was looked at as a violent 
contact sport, but nothing more. The rules were 
very loose, and players literally knocked each others 
heads off with no repercussions. No penalties, no 
fines, no suspensions, no holds barred. However, 
as medical technology advanced, the true danger 
that lies at the heart —more accurately—the head 
of football, slowly came to light. Numerous former 
NFL players were passing away or killing 
themselves. There seemed to be a problem, but 
nobody wanted to address it. 


sam Berkley 


Until Dr. Bennet Omalu was able to find 
physical evidence of Chronic Traumatic 
Encephalopathy (CTE) in the brain of Steelers 
Hall of Fame lineman, Mike Webster in 2002. 
Even after these findings, Omalu struggled to get 
to the attention of the league, as officials blatantly 
ignored him and hid his studies. But in the last 
few years, more players continued to die, and 
others came out with their own stories of physical 
trauma, fans began to realize the true dangers of 


football. 


" More and more fans have 
stopped watching the games, 
purchasing tickets and sporting 
apparel, while some have 


abandoned the league entirely." 


A recent study conducted by the National 
Federation of State High School Associations 
showed that from 2016 to 2017, there was a 2 
percent drop in high school football participation, 
and within the past decade a 6.6 percent drop. 
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Though, on-field issues are not the only thing 
plaguing the NFL. Colin Kaepernick set the league 
and the country on fire by kneeling during the 
National Anthem to protest police brutality and 
racial injustice. Almost immediately, a few of his 
teammates and some other players throughout the 
league began their own forms of protest. Some 
staying in the locker room for the anthem, others 
raising their fists, others coming out in support of 
Kaepernick during interviews. 


The national reaction to these actions was equal 
parts blind support pure vitriol. Kaepernick and 
the other protesters were acclaimed by some as 
“Muhammad Ali-like” figures and deemed by 
others as “ignorant punks”. This prompted 
responses from team owners as well. While a 
handful defended their players’ right to protest as 
American citizens, some remained silent, or spoke 
out against it outright. Houston Texans owner, Bob 
Mcnair, became embroiled in controversy after 


saying, "We cant have the inmates running the 
cell", when asked about the anthem disputes. 
Predictably, President Trump commented, calling 
them “sons of bitches” for “disrespecting the 
military.” 


No matter how anyone feels, the underlying theme 
is that the league, and its fans, are rapidly 
splintering as the days go by. More and more fans 
have stopped watching the games, purchasing 
tickets, and sporting apparel, while some have 
abandoned the league entirely. 


And although millions of people continue to watch 
and worship Sunday Night Football and the 
SuperBowl, as they remain two of the most 
watched television events, those who are 


becoming increasingly conscious of the 
immoralities and issues on and off the NFL field 
may be reaching a boiling point. 
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COMMITIMVIEN | 


FRAUD 


Cassandra Rosario 


ts everywhere. The images flashing, the names blurring, the threads of “Congratulations!” and “I am so 
LESS for you two," everything. I am only twenty, yet I see these messages everywhere. For a generation 
that has been branded by our commitment issues, we sure seem to have no problem getting hitched. 
I am not entirely sure if I am the only one aware of this, but my timeline has shifted from proms and 
graduations to proposals, babies, and weddings. Though this is not necessarily a bad thing, I cannot help, 
but notice how this so-called disconnected, commitment phobic generation is defying all odds. 


Growing up in a climate where divorce was on the rise put a damper on visions of love and romance, I 
cannot help but wonder if this is exactly what pushed us toward more marriages at such a young age. I was 
not alive in the 1950s to the 1960s, but I am starting to recognize many ከ between then and now. 
Back then, the sense of urgency pushing young couples to wed was clear. The world was at war, the desire 
for control and stability was dominant, and the media’s idealization of the nuclear household was effective. 


Though times have changed, the idea of control seems to correlate with the rapid succession of proposals. 
An earlier marriage may provide some sense of control against all odds. Often times, I hear my generation 
proclaim how they never want to have a divorce. Young people want to have the option to do whatever they 
so choose even if that means a lifelong commitment. We like to defy odds and challenge norms, and 
nothing says defiance quite like breaking the status quo does. 


Still, many do not foresee marriage in the nearby future—or ever. They seek solo adventures and the 
journey of self discovery, a perfectly acceptable endeavor. These self-driven individuals are equally 

defying norms, as they seek self-love during times when it can be difficult to find. This can be evident 
through means of accepting oneself despite any so-called flaws or imperfections; they choose to find love 
within themselves in these adult years. They value waiting to find what seems right for them as opposed to 
what seems right to society. They do not have commitment issues because they are committed to the—all 
too often overlooked—‘“self” 


Society may view these two stances as a weakness, I think of them as strengths. Much like the generations 
before us, we are continuing a cycle of radical change, constantly defying the norm. While our methods 
may differ, we still find new ways to celebrate ourselves in the now. 


After all, the journey to finding one’s true self is all that really matters. 
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Brielle Diskin PAINTING BY DANIELLE NOLAN 


or along time, I grew up in a magenta-pink house. Our chandelier was hot pink and our recycling 
bins were filled with old issues of Vogue and the New York Times Style section. My household consist- 
ed of me, my mom and my twin sister. Every Friday involved chick flicks and Chinese food. 


Growing up on romantic comedies, I grew idealized notions of what love is. And now I’m in my twenties 
navigating some disheartening truths about modern love. I’ve been dating since I was 15 years old and I’ve 
had to seriously unlearn many things that romantic comedies taught me. Here are a few of the important 
lessons I had to rediscover— Accus them cautionary tales: 


Julia Roberts walks into Hugh Grants travel bookstore by chance in Notting Hill, Kate Beckinsale grabs 
the same glove as John Cusack in Serendipity, or Matthew McConaughey saves both Jennifer Lopezs shoe 
and life from a runaway dumpster in The Wedding Planner. These are what you would call “meet-cutes.” 


A meet-cute is how two characters, who are destined to fall in love with each other meet in a movie, usually 
in some endearing and adorable way. But in the world outside the silver screen, it’s most likely not going 

to happen that way. Unless you consider the miraculousness of a mutual right swipe on Tinder to be a 
meet-cute. Odds are you will meet online or on the line to get a drink at a bar. This is not the absolute rule 
saying you will never have a Hollywood moment, but I wouldn't hold your breath either. 


Everyone deserves a fairytale romance, but to spend your life waiting around for one will only hold you 
back. Realizing this romcom wrong taught me the real point of dating. The point being, not everyone you 
date will be your leading man or woman for the rest of your life, you learn from every relationship, you 
make the mistakes you need to make to learn and grow. 


This next one was a big one: men hate monogamy, love sex, and value women only for their bodies. As a 
heterosexual cisgender female, this one really hit home. Most often, romantic comedies paint men as these 
animalistic beasts women have to change. Or worse, women have to alter themselves in some way for this 
inevitable truth. Whether it’s a makeover montage or a mind game, we're not enough as is. 
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Bringing us to our next lesson, that being “crazy” is only hot if you are. The crazy, kinky girl in the movie is 
the object of affection if she looks like Angelina Jolie (Mr. and Mrs. Smith) or Kate Hudson (How to Lose 
a Guy in 10 Days). And while stalking may be funny in the context of a scripted relationship, it’s really 
never ever, ever permissible. 


Lesson number four, love can still be passionate without being tempestuous. There’s the idea that for love to 
be real love, there has to be some forbidden factor or obstacle in the way. The scariest part about this 
glamorized ideology is that it has the potential to give many people the belief that abuse comes with the 
turf of a passionate relationship— painfully false. Most of the classic chick flicks involve some cat and 
mouse game where the couple is always fighting. 


"I grew up thinking that a flare of temperament 
spices up a relationship when, instead, it slices them." 


Movies like these tend to contribute to another thematic inaccuracy— the idea that women want to be 
chased and men dont. It suggests that when a woman says "no" it's a sort of no that means they need to 

be convinced or persuaded. And in the process, dangerously loosening the interpretation of the once very 
finite word, no. ‘Then, if it were to be reversed and the woman was in hot pursuit of a man, she gets dubbed 
the c-word— crazy. 


Romantic comedies are notorious for glamorizing erratic behavior in the name of love. In reality, you cant 
pull a Meg Ryan and chase Tom Hanks from New York to Seattle and back (Sleepless in Seattle). I grew up 
thinking that a flare of temperament spices up a relationship when, instead, it slices them. 


Without getting too wordy, I will give a few shoutouts to other worthy lessons worth learning. Ted Mosby 
(How I Met Your Mother) has figured out the grand gesture problem for us. The “Dahmer or Dobler” 
theory creates a spectrum from brain-eating serial killer to a boombox serenade outside your window (Say 
Anything). Then there's the nice guy or best friend trope, they're the nice guys you didnt notice before and 
then give them a chance when all else fails. I repeat, dating is about trial and error, not about just throwing 
everything at the wall and seeing what sticks. If you didnt like him before you probably wont now. Let it 
be noted that leaving someone at the altar is never cool, not even in the movies, people have souls. 


Now, the greatest lesson I learned came by throwing the "cool girl" persona out the window, down a flight 
of stairs and into a dumpster. You know who I’m talking about— she’s hot, she’s down for anything, and 
she never blows up (unless it’s in some adorkable Zooey Deschanel way). She's an unattainably distant, 
manic pixie dream girl that’s pulled right out of almost every straight guy’s fantasy. She’s an illogical trope 
I and no actual girl could ever be, because we're not scripted or cosmetically enhanced, we're real and that’s 
perfect. 


Abandoning the “cool girl trope” or any trope really came with some self-actualization and soul searching. 
I've come to the seemingly simple conclusion that humans are contradictory creatures whose romantic 
relationships will be just as complicated as we are. 


I know that a whiff of cynicism runs through the course of these realizations. But, I’ve also decided that 


there’s nothing wrong with waiting around for prince or princess charming because we all have our own 
version of what that means. And no version of that will ever fit into a formulaically gift-wrapped package. 
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Sophia Higgins 
Paintings by Izilda Jorge 


wo winters ago I discovered The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao by Junot Diaz. Diaz was born in the 

Dominican Republic, raised near me in Jersey, and attended Rutgers. His novels encapsulate heartbreak, 

depression, and the teenage struggle that comes with finding your place in the world. Only authors who 
truly understand the pain of being alive can write with such brutal honesty. His narratives blur the line between 
the story and ones own reality. Recently, Diaz released an article about having been sexually abused as a child, 
and the depression he’s subsequently suffered, themes that are glaringly obvious within his work. Like Diaz, 
XXX Ientacion is another artist with a history of suffering and violence who has always meant a lot to me. X's 
music was so unlike the other mainstream hip-hop being put out, and he blended rap, punk, and a soulful sad- 
ness together into art that resonated with the world. His pain, despair, regret, and self hatred are apparent in his 
work, cutting straight through to your soul. 


However, I question my love for both these artists due to their troubling behavior. After the release of 131325 
article, female author Zinzi Clemmons came forward with an allegation that Diaz had forcibly kissed her during 
a workshop shed invited him to attend. Other women quickly followed with similar accusations as well as ones 
of misogynistic verbal abuse. Similarly to Diaz, X faced abuse accusations from a woman he had been involved 
with. Before X's murder, it was easier for me to separate the accusations of domestic abuse against him from his 
artistry. As he awaited trial it seemed probable that he was guilty of a slew of charges, but I held on to a hope 
that they werent true. After his death, our society released a massive amount of both hate and idolization. With 
the case of Junot Diaz, X, and many other visionaries, it's hard to know what to feel when you realize the people 
whose art once inspired you possess an ugliness you stand strongly against. 


What do we do when the people who create so much beauty also spread so much pain? I've thought about this 
question for a long time. There is always the argument that “bad” people, or people in some sort of pain, create 
the “best” kind of art. This, however, is not enough for me. How can we idolize the misogyny and abuse that 
artists like Diaz and X normalize? Or the substance abuse that artists like Mac Miller and Philip Seymour 
Hoffman engage in? That kind of morality and lifestyle are not what we want for our friends, our children, and 
more generally, our culture. How can we let the artistic geniuses we idolize get away with this kind of conduct? 


It is important to draw a line. Legendary art is legendary art. These people have produced work that comments 
on what it means to be alive in such a way that they've connected millions of people through a shared emotion. 
We as a society need to appreciate that shared experience. We need to appreciate the art that reflects the 
collective experiences of humanity and reminds us of why we are here on this earth. These artists’ work creates a 
pathway into their minds, and we love this so much because we recognize their pain in ourselves, but often have 
a hard time expressing it. However, we must be careful not to put these people and their actions on a pedestal. 

I believe it is possible to admire art separately from the artist. I think it is important to attempt to understand 
their struggle, the ‘why’ factor to what they've created, but we must be careful to not mimic their darkness and 


know that we can hurt without spreading more hurt. 
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IZILDA JORGE: +`" 


The National Museum of Women in the Arts d 
(NMWA) sells a shirt that reads “Men Have Made, 
A Lot of Bad Art." This statement isnt positing : 
that men havent made significant contributions to 
the arts. Rather, it presents a critique on male work 


# 


in the same lens that men traditionally viewed Me t 

womens art, which was often intentionally reduc-  ' 

tive and minimizing. We are supposed to scrutinize p^ UM 
this statement, ultimately to scrutinize the issues E eer 


with artworld. Art is a broad category, but I will 
focus primarily on the visual arts. 


A&E 


It should come as no surprise that there’s an overt monotony in the artists exhibited in reputable museums. 


Most of which are white, most are men. Floor after floor, stocked with pieces from every movement, all 
sourced by white male artists. Where are all the women? The people of color? We know they existed, since 
they are the subject matter of most of these paintings (you know, the ones who are always nude). While 
women are depicted as the subject matter, very few play the role of artist. Take the case of prominent white 
women artists, Mary Cassatt and Artemisia Gentileschi. If they did it, why couldn't others do it? 


There were institutional barriers baked in the foundation of artworld, a foundation sourced by these white 
men to prevent other groups from gaining entry. Art institutions and apprenticing-painter studios would 
chastise women who showed interest in studying art. These institutions argued that women cant receive 
technical training because they cannot be exposed to the morally compromising male nude form. And 
without proper training, women could never possess the same technical skill their male contemporaries 
have. In the case of Cassat and Gentileschi, women of remarkable skill, how did they beat the odds? 


‘The fact is, any women artist we see in a museum today was able to elude barriers of the past through 
meeting at least one of two conditions. They were able to pursue art because 1) they came from a family of 
wealth, or 2) have a social ties to someone of status in artworld. Gentileschi was the daughter of an 
established Italian painter, meeting conditions 1 and 2. Cassatt studied with Edgar Dégas, who is regarded 
as a key figure in Impressionism, meeting condition 2. These women were successful because they had men 
who facilitated their success, they were provided opportunity to just barely squeeze past the barriers of 
artworld. Only 5% of artworks on major museum walls in the U.S. are by women artists. This isn't to say 
that women lacked the talent or ‘genius’ to make substantive art worthy of museum space. It’s indicative of 
the institutional flaws of artworld. 'These barriers still exist. 


And while one might argue that museums are indicative of the past, contemporary women artists still have 
issues getting into this exclusive art world. According to the Art Newspaper, 27% of solo exhibitions went 
to women artists out of the 590 exhibitions between 70 institutions. One might reason that there aren't 
many women studying art in the contemporary world. Yet, 65-75% of students in MFA programs are 
women, and that 51% of working visual artists today are women. There isn’t a lack of women artists. The 
issue is that most of these institutions are still rooted in principles and beliefs that fail to successfully 
incorporate their women demographic into the mainstream. These statistics confirm that women are still at 
a disadvantage in artworld. 


Artworld is an amalgamation of ‘traditional’ male standards and methods of 
critique that pervade the way in which we as a modern society collectively 
perceive art. These traditional standards inhibit those other than the white male. 
We need to scrutinize those that monitor the artworld, the people who reinforce 
tradition at the cost of innovation. 


Do not ask, “why are there no women artists?" 
Ask instead, “what is holding these women back?” 


A&E 


Sexual De 
Trapped 
Values 


Minal Wajed 


India: a densely populated country with over 
twenty languages, scripted in thirteen different 
ways, spoken in about seven hundred and 
twenty different dialects. How do women talk 
about their sexual needs in this country? Well, 
they don’t. 


Expressing sexual desire is deemed taboo, only 
to be uttered behind closed doors. People 

aren’t to be crude about their personal lives. It 
is distasteful to mention sex, especially as 
Indian women. There is an expectation for 
Indian women to be pure in character and 
maintain this purity by upholding Indian family 
values. Because of this, women shouldn’t delve 
into matters of such explicit nature. Therefore, 
any sex talk is almost always left to the men. 


The honor code thrust upon Indian women and 
how it inhibits their sexual needs is the center 
of Erotic Stories for Punjabi Widows by Balli Kaur 
Jaswal. The novel explores roles of Punjabi 
widows living in London, still carrying out their 
traditional Indian values out of patriarchal 
societal pressure and less on their individual 
inclination to fulfill these roles. In an effort to 
form a support group for the widows, a young 
Punjabi girl is given the task to teach in a 
formal classroom setting how to read and write 
English, even though these widows have lived 
in London for years. Though this turns out to 
be nothing less than a miracle since these 
women acquire a voice through this class, a 
voice used to release pent up emotions in an 
unusual way. 


In this class, the widows tell stories, and not 
just any stories, erotic stories. These stories are 
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very detailed, perhaps an effort by the widows to 
relive the pleasures they once experienced but 
now only possible through their imagination. 
These stories are very graphic and don’t 
discriminate against homosexuality. Talking 
about homosexuality in such an explicit manner 
is considered promiscuous for Indian women 
since the Indian culture prohibits them from 
engaging in such activities otherwise. But 
through this class, these widows are able to 
share stories that go beyond values, 
expectations, and the honor code. 


In a way, these erotic stories are helping the 
widows to break free from the honor code that 
prohibits them from expressing their needs. The 
honor code itself is a man-made concept, 
structured to keep the women under the 
impression that their behavior reflects the 
honor of their family. This honor can’t be 
compromised under any circumstances since 
that will negatively affect the status of their 
family. In a patriarchal society where honor 
determines the status of a person, there is little 
room for the women to experience true freedom. 
Things as little as coming home late at night 
are looked down upon. Thus, any type of sexual 
activities are kept as a secret by the women to 
avoid accusations of being called vulgar by their 
community. 


In this novel, the widows experience 
discrimination in many ways. Perhaps, the 
biggest way is being considered inferior among 
others in their community. The title of a 
widow alone is deemed dreadful since this 
entails a woman left with no supervision of a 
man. In this way, widows are able to do what 
they please, yet many don’t act upon it since 
they want to avoid a dishonorable reputation. 
The widows in this novel don’t engage in 
sexual acts and instead resort to telling these 
erotic stories. These stories not only exemplify 
their sexual needs, but also portray the 
restrictive social expectations put upon widows 
in an Indian society. Erotic Stories for Punjabi 
Widows leaves many topics up for discussion, 
perhaps the biggest one being restrictions put 
upon women that limit their abilities to 
experience life on their own terms. 
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Zachary Kauz 


In interrogation rooms and professional 
environments alike we find ourselves engulfed by 
cool, clinical illumination. Often arriving tandem 
with implied high stakes, it is near impossible 
to evade the 3500k-4100k “cool white” LED 
lighting range in the working world. Its wince- 
inducing glory is omnipresent, possessing lower 
color temperatures than daylight but also defying 
daylight’s natural cycles. Outside of the world of 
trades and academics, laptops and dorms radiate 
it, synthesized daylight confronting us without 
relief. Suspended between daylight blues and 
warmer yellows, the unwavering absence of color 
that shines down upon us prioritizes neither 
time-of-day nor subject. Every color may be 
presented at full power at once, each color may 
forcibly grasp us, may command our focus. 

I write this in advance of admitting that 
unadulterated color makes a specific physical 
impression on me. An Icelandic summer! cannot 
compare to the extent at which uncontrolled 
color can sear through me, attributed to a frayed 
nerve, adjacent to the contentiously defined 
subluxation. 
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Presented at a perpetual frequency, 
unrelenting color overcharges my own sensation. 
Outwardly, I absorb its shards of radiance with 
no visible challenge. Internally, a war is waged 
between my mind’s own afferance and the 
irradiant sting of cool white ambiance. This war 
is waged upon all of us in more subtle manners. 
Color at its most concentrated puts each of 
us on the spot; it awakens us and expects our 
acknowledgement. It is when this becomes 
trying that an affinity for more modest color 
schemes ought to be considered. 

Often, the dynamic potential of LED 
lighting on laptop screens and physical lighting 
at large is instinctively left unmined. Computer 
screens seethe by default, the digital equivalent 
of staring at the sun all day has been normalized 
as its carriers have become necessities. I write 
this article with my eyes orbiting from phone to 
laptop to flat screen TV, and as I do the physical 
world feels muted, its colors too subtle. It’s a 
relief, the inherent power of LED light at its least 
restrained is piercing, afterimages echoing across 
my retina. 

Recently, I have sought solace in seizing 
control of the color that paints my surroundings. 
Timing the color temperature of display screens 
to the time of day (numerous pieces of software 
such as flux and Redshift are capable of such) 
has made color an asset to my productivity. 
Once impaired by the prodding of insistent 
unconstrained light beams, my vision and focus 
are now flattered by the reassurance of ambient 
light. Meeting the night sky halfway via interior 
design has improved my own late-hour routine 
along with that of tandem roommates. Opting 
for a personal lamp over the unconcealed LED 
gleam that hangs across university sanctioned 
buildings 24/7 has positioned workspace lighting 
at a tone more natural. Exercising control over 
the flood of color that reigns over us, we may 
enjoy the fruits of reality yet again. 

1 - The summer season in Iceland often entails 24-hour natural daylight. 


2 - Afference refers to the mind’s reception of information from the body (ex: what the 
eyes perceive moment-to-moment) 
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CAELAN SUJET 


Paintings by Izilda Jorge 


Racism is still alive and thriving in America, and 
the introduction of *I don't see color" in 2015 only 
helps its existence. While the statement comes from 
a place of good intentions and positive thinking, it 
encourages the opposite. The reality is that everyone 
sees color, we cant help it. If we didn't our past, pres- 
ent, and future would look very different and maybe 
racism wouldn't have existed at all. However, that is 
notthe reality that welive in today and by pretending 
to ignore the color ofa person's skin you are dismiss- 
ingtheissuesofracism that haunts this country today. 


When Barack Obama became the first. African- 
American President in 2009, African-American 
communities across the country took to the streets 
in celebration. It was a huge victory, but it was also 
a loss in the dialect of American politics. After 
Obama took his place, those who already refused 
to see the contrast in the way people were treated 
had a figure they could point to in order to prove 
that everyone had the same opportunities and 
freedoms. And while they are right that society is 
moving in the right direction, people of color are still 
starting the race miles behind caucasian americans. 


Unemployment rates are one of the best 
example to look at. While African-American 
unemployment rates are the lowest they've ever 


been, at 6.296, according to the Bureau of Labor 
Statistics, the statistic that we should be paying at- 
tention to is the gap between the employment rates 
of African-Americans and white Americans. The 
unemployment rate is consistently twice as high 
for African-Americans, so while more and more 
people are securing jobs, America still isnt con- 
cerned with who gets them, and it hurts minorities. 


Yes, racism may not look like it did in the 18th and 
19th century but that doesn't mean that it isn't still 
very much alive. It lives in our institutions and stays 
in the classroom. For the past ten years the history 
book being used in Texas not only refers to slaves as 
“workers” but also makes sure to point out that not 
all slaves were unhappy, a trivial and irrelevant state- 
ment. Students are being taught a dumbed down 
and safe version of our nation's history from the 
perspective of the white man. Native- Americans are 
not savages, Columbus is not someone worth cele- 
brating, and slavery is the most embarrassing part of 
our nation’s history and it should be taught like that. 


[he act of anti racism requires us to see each 
other clearly. To look at each others skin and em- 
brace the different shades and colors. To understand 
each others historys and to work towards a better 
future, one that includes and cherishes everyone. 
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THE PINK HAZE OF 


FEMINISM 


// BRIELLE DISKIN 


In January of 2018, Oprah Winfrey spoke to a 
captivated global audience at the Beverly Hills 
Hotel in Los Angeles. In her Cecille. B. Demille 
acceptance speech—or sermon—at the Golden 
Globes she prompted the girls out there watch- 
ing, “to know that a new day is on the horizon, 
and when that new day finally dawns... it will be 
because of a lot of magnificent women.’ At that 
moment, Winfrey confirmed that a new wave of 
feminism was in the air. 


A pink wave has consumed much of the world's 
attention in the past year, forcing us all to take a 
look at what it means to be a woman in 2018. It's 
a time where a platform for every voice is read- 
ily available. The one major factor that defines 
fourth-wave, contemporary feminism—social 
media. 


A pink haze casts over society in the question of 
when the fourth-wave began and whether third- 
wave ever ended. When hashtags started defin- 
ing public discourse and social media platforms 
became the most powerful entities in the modern 
world is when we entered into a fourth-wave of 
feminism. 


Looking through these rose-colored digital 
goggles, I am trying to find where I fit into the 
ambiguity of contemporary feminism. Malcolm 
Gladwell said, "the revolution will not happen on 
Twitter," and I tend to agree with him. When it 
comes to real social change, social media is a tool 
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but not the answer. In many ways, social media is 
a hindrance to progressive change. 


Most notably, the #MeToo era dominates the 
agenda of contemporary feminism. As much as 
many say it did, the *MeToo movement did not 
happen on social media. It was old media that 
started the revolution. Investigative journalists at 
The New York Times and The New Yorker ex- 
posed men in power, forcing adults to be account- 
able, and I liked that, a lot of people liked that. 


Winfrey was correct in saying, "a new day was 
on the horizon," time ran up around the world in 
almost every walk of life. Real change occurred 
across the country in every industry, but sexual 
harassment still occurs on almost every college 
campus. And the entire world watched as a victim 
of sexual assault gave a captivating and credible 
testimony, which in turn had no effect on the 
placement of her harasser in one of the country's 
highest positions of power. Brett Kavanaugh is a 
threat to women’s reproductive rights and could 
potentially overturn Roe v. Wade, both major 
issues on the modern feminist agenda. 


Read the rest of this piece at 
therutgersreview.com. 


| 
PURPLE: DOMESTIC 
VIOLENC 


J NESS 
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October and DVAM was a month 
that met hardship. But it also forced 


the message of the month into the 
months that followed and will follow. 


Warning to those who may be triggered by the fol- 
lowing article that discusses sexual assault and the 
Brett Kavanaugh confirmation. The number for the 
24-hour confidential National Domestic Violence 
Hotline is (800) 656-HOPE (4673) 


There is one month out of the year that devotes 
itself to supporting victims of domestic and sexual 
abuse. One month that attempts to carry some of 
the weight victims are forced to bear year-round. 
And this year, National Domestic Violence Aware- 
ness Month (DVAM) witnessed the confirmation 
fo Brett Kavanaugh to the United States Supreme 
Court. 


The month of October sheds a violet light on the 1 
in 3 women, 1 in 5 transgender individuals, and 1 
in 33 men who experience sexual assault in their 
lifetime. DVAM is not just a time to acknowledge 
or take action in preventing domestic violence, but 
also to try and put an end to misogyny, sexual ha- 
rassment, unequal pay, or catcalling, just to name a 
few. It aims at encouraging communities to com- 
fort victims, encouraging survivors to take care of 


themselves, and inspiring others to feel comfort- 
able enough to speak out. 


Kavanaughs hearing grievously impaired the 
psychological recovery for so many sexual assault 
victims. It perpetuated the fear of reporting at- 
tacks, something that many victims struggle with. 
Kavanaughs Supreme Court nomination should be 
a motivation to fight harder, but instead it became 
a reason for many to remain silent. 


One thing it did do, was motivate others to be 
present in the voting booth this past November. 
Kavanaugh was a tool that drove those who do not 
normally vote or participate in elections to do so in 
the midterms and maybe future elections as well. 


October and DVAM was a month that met hard- 
ship. But it also forced the message of the month 
into the months that followed and will follow. 
Hopefully more and more people will participate 
more in violence prevention, participate dialogue, 
and more importantly—VOTE. 
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All the Color \ 


Anonymous 


It only took me two pages of writing in my trip journal to make the remark “there 
are colors in these scribbles.” As the acid slowly gained control of my motor 
functions, I began to drag my black-inked Bic Cristal across the wide-ruled pages 
of the notebook that my best friend had bought me for the event. As I flip through 
the notebook today, I am reminded of the wonderful maelstrom of emotions and 
thoughts I experienced on that night. In many ways, the composition of each page 
reflects my state at the time of my writing on them. The page containing the 
original realization is filled mostly with erratic thoughts resulting from an 
energetic come up. The scribbles in question occupy only about a fourth of the 
page, and the revelatory statement is tucked away on the right margin. On the 
flipside of the spread, however, the next page is coated in scribbles and houses only a 


single word: COLOR underlined three times. 


When I look at these pages now, I see nothing but black scribbling on white paper, 
but on that night they were the most beautiful things I had ever seen. Rivers of 
vibrant colors flowed through each and every stroke on my paper, and as the lines 
built up the blank canvas was turned into a thousand tiny rainbows jumping across 
fields of white to play with one another in the drying ink. On some pages I labeled 
my scrawling; one set of squares appeared to be a playful combination of blue and 
orange, while an intense block of scribbles showed me a dense labyrinth of purple and 
yellow. Some colors were almost synthetically intense, as if the guts of neon lights had 
been drizzled down from above, while others were soft and subtle undertones that 
barely caught my attention before they vanished back from whence they came with 


hardly a whisper. 


‘The color transfixed me. Even as snow began to fall outside and my music filled my 

head with joy, I still spent long stretches of time scribbling away in my notebook and 
watching the colors play within lines I knew to be black. Around the halfway mark in 
my writings is a page devoted entirely to a single thought: “COLOR IS LIMITING.” 


It took a couple hours from the initial discovery for me to make it to this ultimate 


point, but eventually I realized that by confining my creations to only black and white 
I had allowed my mind to see so much more. I had tapped into a new world that 


showered me with its vivid love. . TA 


When I look at those scribbles in my notebook today, 


I am struck not by what I saw that night that was not 
actually there, but rather by what I cannot see now that 


2 has been there all along. 
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The aisle is adorned with white roses on its edges with chairs artfully 
covered in white and golden drapes for the guests to sit. The whole 
church is buzzing with excitement while the groom waits for the bride at 
the altar. When she finally comes out, her white dress is long and 

flowing down the aisle, reflecting all the lights that fall down on the 
dress. The dress itself is beaded at the neckline and flows down from 
the hips. There is a white sheer veil covering the face of the bride as 
she makes her way to the altar. This scene is a picture-perfect American 


wedding. 


Now, picture a place full of people, crowding over each other to get close 
to the body. The room is full of men and women dressed in white. The 
women stand with their heads covered with white scarfs to respect the 
occasion. The body in the middle of the room is covered in a white plain 
cloth with nothing but the face peeking out. This scene is a traditional 
Indian funeral. 


One is the occasion of celebration while the other a time of mourning. 
Yet both use the color white to represent the occasion. How is it that 
colors have the ability to represent different aspects of life across 
cultures? The same color holds so many different meanings, doing justice 
to the importance of each occasion it exemplifies. One way of looking at 
it is through the cultural aspect, where many things are symbolized and 
represent a bigger idea. For instance, brides in South Asian countries 
wear vibrant colors as opposed to most Western brides on their wedding 
day because vibrancy symbolizes the new step in the life of two people. 
It represents the joy of merging of families and starting a new life full of 
love. Asian brides don't wear white on their wedding day because white 
is viewed as a dull color, related to moments of despair or struggle. 


Though colors are already fun to look at, the meanings placed on them 
by different cultural traditions make them even more eccentric. We use 
color to represent ideas, traditions, and self expression, making it 
wonderfully multifaceted. 
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ehr Premium Plus Ultra, 
O D E 1 gallon. 
Daredevil Red, 


TO Semi-Gloss Enamel Interior Paint and Primer in One. 
One angsty fourteen-year old with a paint brush. 
One angry mother. 
M Y One giant paint spill on a pale green-grey carpet. 


HR E D Bedroom walls supported, 


the bloodshot years of aching adolescence, 


B E D R O O M ages fourteen to eighteen. 


Bedroom walls survived, 

the constant exchange 

of pasted-on posters, 

as interchangeable as the music preferences 
of a developing mind, 

searching for identity. 


Bedroom walls endured 
shouting families, 
banging headboards, 
blasting music, 

learning the guitar, 

and 

late-night cram sessions. 


Red bedroom, 

no other color could’ve been like you. 
Mystifying warm hues 

and tranquilizing cool tones. 
Perfectly balanced. 

Bold. 

Brave. 

You taught me to be bold 

and to be brave. 

I was not but I could be. 


You were a rock star. 

You were Mao Zedong’s Red China. 
You were Sleeping Beauty’s red rose. 
You were the Boston Red Sox 


5140211:88)1:1.4((48ሽ You were a friend, 
A great big friend. 


24 The Rutgers Review 


= Color 


ES . . . . . .: . . : .: Hi 
Letter from the Artist to the Critic 


Izilda Jorge aS) 
| 
as Oe SSS 


s my artistic identification rifled with such subjectivity that it’s pointless to present my own inter- 
I pretation? I want you to experience what’s going on inside my head. It’s not enough to “estimate” 
or “know.” 

All my thoughts are splattered on the canvas. I am vulnerable. Fleshed out. You reduce me to 
categorical and quantifiable namesakes. Do the words you say elicit any shred of significance to you? 
When you prattle about my application of the medium, when you analyze my carcass on the canvas, 
you try to finesse me with your pseudo-knowledge of my field. You want to talk about the form of 
my work? Am 1 art proper or art craft? Is this all mimesis or expression? You speak of universality in 
your judgement, and yet the jargon you spew is nothing but the regurgitation of white men over the 
course of history. 

How dare you talk of my originality when your analysis is bare bones, so utterly uninspired? 
You wish to direct my attention to the use of color in this piece. “Is there any significance to how 
your acrylic background is separate to your pastel forefront? Why bother connecting pastel into the 
background with your misplaced use of line, when you have this separation of forefronts in the first 
place?" Can you assume that, this being a self-portrait, I am exploring my identity? I am allowed to 
be contradictory. To set up divisions and then reconcile the forces within my work. I create these very 
distinctions you belabor me about. Independent of the critic, I am still an artist. 

Without the artist, who are you a critic of? I exist solely for myself. I exist in terms of my 
audience. I exist in color. Yes, color is a tool in manipulating space. Color is essential in relation to 
line, value, curvature, shape. However, she is a multi-faceted weapon. I use her to develop my artistic 
plane, and she uses all of us in turn. She fosters that intimacy. In her deepest hues of vermillion, we 
are desperate to relate to her. 

To communicate our frustrations, our sorrows, our fears. In this hue alone she depicts the 
fragility of a carnation in spring, and takes on other form in the very shade of blood flowing through 
our veins. She can present even the dullest shade of gray, and we'll connect to her our tales of outings 
in the rain, the smell emanating from a garbage can, or the coat our loved ones share with us. You are 
so quick to analyze the role of color in the art object that you distort her powers. 

Why actively ignore that we, mere human beings, pale in the magnitude of her essence? She 
makes mere vessels of us beings. It is through her form that we convey emotion. 


I ask of you, critic, so far removed “ሰ this craft, who are 
you in relation to art? Who are you in the face of color? Pm ===] 
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in the Water 


Faith Franzonia 


gun T ] 
Inel Penge 


order Field State Park. Tijuana, México. San Diego, California. Here, the southwestern corner of 

the United States stumbles upon the northwestern corner of Mexico, a child tripping over undone 

shoelaces. The fence between them defines who is who, where is where, and what is what. Just below 
this divisor extends the earth for miles, unaffected by its presence. Perhaps this is the bright side to it all, 
that physically coursing underneath the division is an unaffected and ubiquitous unity. Nature has been 
stubbornly resisting the deep flaws that speckle modern human nature, proclivities to divide and conquer, 
ever since being came to be. 


There are plenty of neighboring communities that run the length of the US-Mexico border. But here, the 
land skids to a stop as a ruling prosthetic finger multiplies one beach into two, and then, still stubbornly 
continues on for 300 more feet into indifferent waters. This, this feels explicitly incongruous. 


One side is festive and populated, the air thick with music and conversation, generously trailing into 
“U.S.” air. And the other, barren, littered, and militaristic. This contrast mirroring the root of the two 
countries, all summed up in one, small, odd, dystopian area. 


I found myself staring at the protruding claw for almost two hours, trying to make sense of the extraneous 
sight before me. A fence dividing water. 


Often decorated with art, my subject was bare. I had nothing to distract me from the fact of the matter, 
the elephant on the beach, the fence in the water. A monument dedicated to division, difference, territory, 
ownership, etc. An ode to “othering”. 


Several hundred feet inland, I run into “Friendship Park”. Quite a tongue-in-cheek name for the actual 
purpose of the space. It’s open on Saturdays and Sundays 10-2. No grass, no flowers, nothing to distract 
from the matter at hand, yet again. Several days a week, individuals from the US are allowed into this 
fenced in patch of dirt to talk with family or friends on “the other side", all still under the scrutinous eye 
of several immigration authority officials. No touching, no closer than what seems like 20 feet, individuals 
raise their voices to offer personal comforts in an incredibly impersonal space. 


Eventually turning to metal and increasing in height, the fence snakes back into the country, taking me 
with it as I retreat inland. 


Outside of any political discourse, solely the image of a fence extending into the Pacific Ocean leaves an 
overwhelmingly acidic taste in my mouth. 


Is a world where such divisive details exist one we wish to live in without question? Why do we question 
our wholeness? Will we ever find comfort in unity? 
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Dear Anthony Bourdain, 


“Low plastic stool, cheap but delicious noodles, cold Hanoi beer, this is how I will remember Anthony 
Bourdain.” Barack Obama wrote this in your memory, and it will stay in mine. 

June now feels like a lifetime ago, but as I increasingly grow frustrated with the current state of our society, 
I find myself in need of salvation. Salvation in the form of open eyes and a reminder that the world is much bigger 
than any one man. I find myself thinking about cheap but delicious noodles and cold Hanoi beer in Vietnam. I am 
reminded of your lust for life, biting into warm pork buns in the East Village. I've been thinking about you and my 
struggle to say goodbye. 

For a long time, I didn’t know how to feel about your passing. First came anger, which turned to sadness. 
And now that I’m in a phase of acceptance, all I can muster up is a feeling of gratitude. Thank you for changing the 
way we eat, the way we travel, and the way we are human. 

Humanity: your eyes, like a juicy steak with all of its fatty imperfections, untrimmed and served rare. So 
many of us are afraid of the unknown. We view the world through prejudice-colored glasses. You made it your 
mission to unreservedly explore parts unknown, carrying your curiosity as cargo wherever you go. 

I remember the first time I saw any of your work. I was a high school freshman and my global studies 
teacher was teaching us about India. Ways into the food markets you dared to try cow brains you got from a street 
vendor. At 14, that kind of fearlessness and appreciation for culture stayed with me. As I grew up, I developed a 
palate; and with it, a spirit of inquiry for the world. I knew I would make my way around this earth and use your 
audacity as a model of being. I learned that not only does the food matter, but rather the relationships formed 
between those who are preparing a dish and those who graciously receive it. 

A lot of people have been saying you, “changed the way we eat and the way we travel.” At times it feels 
reductive; but in truth, it is an undeniable fact. It wasn’t because millions of people around the world enjoyed 
feeling their mouths water over the food you ate and the places you went. It was because food and travel became a 
mode of storytelling, epic storytelling. You used food to evoke something all too rare in this world, empathy. We 
saw cities, countries, people, and their culture in every corner of the world. We learned that the history of the world 
exists on the plate. 

You grew up in the 60’s, along with my mom. Her house’s weekly cuisine defined monotonous consistency. 
Her mom’s weekly menu involved meatloaf, Tuesday night meant tuna casseroles and Fridays entailed roast chicken 
and Rice-A-Roni. You knew that life got better when more cultures were on the plate. You changed the collective 
culinary narrative for all of us. 

I made a role model out of you, and no sad fact will ever change that. When my hero fell, so did my heart; 
but what remained was appreciation, an unbridled palate, and a commitment to adventure. 

Anthony Bourdain, you were a five-star meal of a man, and I will never forget the taste. 


Thank you, 
Brielle 
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Peter Henderson 


he other day I rode my bike in front of 

an EE bus as it pulled up to the College 

Hall stop to get on in time, but my reck- 
less swerving caused the bus driver to shout at me 
in front of the entire bus, including some sharp 
comments about getting free tuition by getting 
hit by a Rutgers bus. Left with my hubris bruised, 
"Remedial Chaos Theory," an episode from the 
sitcom Community, immediately came to mind. 
The episode revolves around alternate realities that 
would have occurred had a dice roll, deciding who 
in a group of friends gets the pizza, landed on each 
of the six sides. 


With the episode fresh in my mind, I have decided 
to come up with four (word limits...) scenarios of 
my own, that I have detailed here. 


1 e Lets start with our current timeline. As I bike 
up to the bus stop, I’m trying to cross the 
intersection. Seeing the bus pull in, I pull an old, 
class dumbass move and cut across the traffic to 
ride alongside the bus, eventually cutting in front 
of it for a slick entry. This, as I mentioned, results 
in my humiliation in front of a crowded bus. 


2 e As I round the corner, desperately trying to 
overtake the crimson bus, I am overtaken by the 
beast, helplessly crushed under the wheels. Cut to 
inside the bus, where the bus driver makes a sassy 
comment about me trying to get free tuition. Only 
she attends my funeral. I fail Music Theory, but 
somehow pass Gen Psych. 


3 . After narrowly avoiding getting hit by the bus, 
the driver hurls an aggressive comment towards me 
for acting so dangerously. I tell her “I like to live 
dangerously,” and in a flurry of emotions, our lips 
lock. At first, her strict Catholic family rejects me 
as a potential partner, but my irreverent sense of 
humor eventually wins them over. 


4. I unfortunately just cannot bike fast enough 
to catch the bus as it pulls away from the stop. 
Disheartened, I move to the sidewalk and wait for 
the next one, but pulling up right in front of me 
is a yellow sports car. The man inside gestures for 
me to enter. Í toss my bike in the back seat and sit 
down next to him. No words are exchanged, but 

I have an overwhelming feeling he knows where I 
need to be. As I begin to relax, I hear a noise from 
the trunk, someone yelling. Several someones 
yelling in fact. As the man notices the cries for 
help, he gives me a sandwich to eat. I eat it, 
unquestioningly. Blackness. I'm never to be seen 
again. 
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Potpourri 


poetry 


collective 


feat: ham. 


rambling notes from a sunday about things i'm making sense of in the vaguest way possible 


Faith Franzonia 


‘There is a thing, an other, an in between, an in between the in between, and an in between that in between. 171 let it 
stop there, but it doesn’t seem to. Everything is one, always approaching and falling away from everything else. All 
continuous. Life is movement, I a verb. So then, everything is somehow similar. Similar to its supposed “other”. The 
black to the white, the soft to the hard. Is that why they say opposites attract? It makes it all seem a bit less chaotic, 
and that feels nice to touch. We cant attain anything in and of itself, at least I can't. Maybe it is for the best. If it 
were possible to attain pure anything our hearts would simply overflow. Or maybe they would shrivel up and begin 


to mold. What is this it 1 keep going on about? I wish I wasn’t so vague. 


And The Muses Wept 
Jacqueline Goldblatt 


Do you know, Alexandria, 

That the ghost of your library still lingers here? 
That she sings her secrets to the balmy desert wind, 
Beckoning the brave and foolish with pretty lies 
while the truth cries, 

Its voice muffled by the sands of time? 


Float, 
Fibs candor is concealed. 
It is the nature of things. 


A haven of knowledge, however, 
Is not meant to be a predator, 
Fangs hidden behind papyrus scrolls, 


gastric juices bubbling under Grecian columns. 


Alexandria, the fire did more than just burn your daughter down; 


It stripped her of her soul, as well as a place to cure it. 
An essence emptied longs to be filled, 

But tell her, Alexandria, 

That devouring all will not rebuild. 
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I Went Outside 
Zachary Kauz 


I went outside to be alone 

To be amongst the stars 

To be of witness to the unobserved 

To be an example of trivial matter 

At once one of many reflections 

Who went outside to be alone as well 

To be a star, to be one in a million 

Outside I went, to be inside a world, inside of more 
To be subatomic to my surroundings 

To be as much of something as anything else 

To be of unseen purpose but of purpose nonetheless 
At last I went outside 

To live then leave all I occupy 


To be a star, to be one of a million 


All That You Left Unsaid 

Anonymous 

I am a canvas who never made it Untitled 

to the wall, the artist quit halfway through, Faith Beacon 


Staples and stretching bars have come loose. 


the audience still has access to the visiting room I sensed the possibility 


‘The artist never took me off display. 


Visitors feel the need to 

leave a lasting mark on me. 

To validate their own existence 

by leaving some act of permanence 
on my unprimed linen sheets. 


I am a collection of human experience. 


Strangers have been chipping away 
at never-ending layers of oil paint. 
Hover over marks and indentations, 
worn out hatch-marks, catching 
the bitter scent, the 

unforgiving residue of my 

Poorly erased charcoal stains. 


I never forced you to stay, 
never asked you to come into 
my space with each night, 
accent my red hues with 

your blue marks. leave the way 
you had walked in, 

don' say a word. 


Cleverly Hidden Announcement 


Anonymous 


If you'd like 

To write poetry 

For our poetry collective 
Print or online 

Contact information 
Can be found 

On the back cover 

We choose themes for online 
They're pretty nice 
We're also pretty nice 
But our poems are better 


of an effervescent, 
self-sustaining, 
complete, 

love. 

Things in passing 

are often the sweetest. 
Prolonged, 

flavor dissipates. 
Warm breath. 

Cold air. 


eee 
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Music 


Darling, Don't You Go and 


Get a Face Ta 


PETER HENDERSON 


n February 1994, alternative rock legends 

Pavement released “Cut Your Hair”, the lead 

single for their album Crooked Rain, Crook- 
ed Rain. The song was a clever takedown of the 
standard, industry-crafted look for mainstream 
musicians at the time. “Darling, don’t you go and 
cut your hair,” the band urges their listeners, as 
cutting one’s hair, to them, was a symbol of sell- 
ing yourself to the record industry. 


The precedent set in the go’s continues to this 
day, with many artists having their entire image 
controlled by labels. But the “Cut Your Hair” 
era is over. In a world where artists like Drake, 
Ed Sheeran, 6ixgine, and Post Malone rule the 
charts, cutting one’s hair is the least of most 
artists worries. That is not, however, to say that 
there aren’t standards for main-stream artists. 
What allows “normal” looking artists like Ariana 
Grande or Kendrick Lamar to coexist alongside 
artists like Lil Pump is the necessity for an 
extreme. It is rare that artists will rise to 
popularity purely based on their sound. Often, 


00 


an aspect of their physical appearance is an inevita- 
ble part of how listeners perceive them, especially 
in an age where an artists image is readily available 
to anyone with an Internet connection. In the 33 
and 1/3rd “Sound of Silver” biography, Ryan Leas 
writes, “What are the chances of that these days, to 
actually be surprised when you look up a band and 
have what they look like add some new wrinkle to 
your understanding of them? Even if you stumbled 
on a song you love on Soundcloud or whatever, you 
can find images of a band immediately after.” 


Despite the 1990's being the heyday for the video 
generation, with MTV ruling music media, it wasn't 
nearly as simple or straightforward as it is now to 
find images of a musician or band. But as artists’ 
images become so widely spread, the image will 
hold subconscious weight with what the artist rep- 
resents. Think about your music snob friends, how 
many musicians do they brush off based purely on 
how they look, and what that represents about their 
music. But musicians and their respective labels take 
advantage of this just as they did in the 90s, they 
used the image as a marketing tool, only this time, 
to the extreme. The image of the Soundcloud 
rapper is one that screams turn up, while artist like 
like SZA and Drake seek to soothe you. The 
appearance of artists may appear off the cuff, and 
purely a part of who you are, but it might just be 
that getting a face tattoo is the new cutting your 
hair. 
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History. 
Horror, and 
Headshrinking 
Combined . 


Jacqueline Kate Goldblatt ES 


When the leaves start falling and the pumpkin spice lattes start selling, a switch 
inside of me turns on and the side of my mind that loves the darker things in life 
goes into overdrive. Horror movies? Bring 'em on. Scary stories? The more the 
merrier. Haunted houses? Cant get enough. Autumn brings out a craving for 
oddity and the ominous, and with Americas love of Halloween, there is no 
shortage of macabre material to look to when the days get shorter while the nights 
yawn overhead like exhausted college kids. However, there's one square on the 
proverbial fall bingo card that I always have had trouble filling: music. 


"I want my heart to ache and my pulse 
to rise, to feel a pull towards 
something unnamable and unnatural." 
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Yes, before you say anything, I enjoy the soundtracks of The Nightmare Before 
Christmas and can jam out to the Ghostbusters theme song any day of the week, 
but the kind of music I look for around harvest time isn’t nearly as whimsical. 
Screamo or songs with bloodstained lyrics and entrails abound don’t do it for me 
either. 


What I want is music that haunts me, that sends a chill down my spine with how 
beautiful it sounds despite the horrors being described. I want my heart to ache and 
my pulse to rise, to feel a pull towards something unnamable and unnatural. I want 
to be scared and seduced. Unfortunately, not a lot of mainstream music can 
produce those kinds of feelings in me. That’s where murder ballads come in. 


Murder ballads, as the name implies, are songs about someone’s life being taken by 
another. While death and music have always been intrinsically linked, what makes 
murder ballads so interesting are the real-life connections to actual crimes many of 
them are about. Take for instance American Murder Song’s “Pretty Lavinia”, an 
upbeat little ditty about Lavinia Fisher, America’s first female serial killer. Or, if 
your in the mood for something a bit more modern, try Sufjan Stevens’ “John 
Wayne Gacy Jr.”, a chilling song about the real-life inspiration for Stephen King’s 
IT. 


I'd be lying if I said all murder ballads are based in fact though. Some of the best 
are those rooted in the horrors of the imagination. “The Twa Sisters”, by far one of 
the oldest murder ballads and one with numerous variants and versions, is clearly a 
work of fiction. Harps made out of the bones of the dead don’t generally sing, now 
do they? But when they do, man do they provide a story worth setting music to. 
The Steeldrivers’ “If It Hadn't Been For Love” and Aurora’s “Murder Song (5 4 3 2 
1)” also have no actual recorded crimes for inspiration, but their heart-wrenching 
first-person perspectives of both murderer and victim respectively serve to provide 
eerie insight into the minds of the two most impacted by the heinous act. 


While murder ballads aren't the most cheery or optimistic, they do serve an 
incredibly important purpose. Art imitates life, with the inversion being true as 
well. Murder ballads reflect the darker side of humanity, and by giving them a listen 
we can try to understand those shadowy bits of our nature we try to hide. I’m in no 
way suggesting anyone takes a stab at becoming a killer (pun fully intended). No, 

I just think autumn is the perfect time to think on what monsters exist beyond the 
typical ghosts and ghouls, and music provides an especially powerful medium. So 
next time you open up Spotify and decide to make a fall playlist, think about 
adding a murder ballad or two to the queue. They might just add a bit of spice to 
your life that, for once, isnt pumpkin. 
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-Writing Your Wrongs: 


. The Vital Authenticity 
-of the Chicago 
Alternative 


Zach ary Kauz Photo by Faith Franzonia 


( ጨመ raps status as poetry, it’s hard to 
find a stronger example than the music of 
Chicago's own Noname. Her lyrics dabble 

in the existential and her delivery allows every word 

to sit in its own significance when they arent 
whizzing past you in a manner that mirrors slam 
poetry. She evades the masculine-oriented sexual 
provocation expected from female rappers in pop 
culture. In more candid terms, she’s authentic. 

Sexuality, spirituality, and all catharsis in between 

are discussed frankly, as avenues of liberation. 

Noname’s Chicago-raised peers comprise almost 

the entirety of the featured artists on her concise 

album Room 25. This is in one breath a statement 
on the current, industry-wide vitality of the 

Chicago alternative scene (best known for Chance 

the Rapper’s own Savemoney clique). It’s also just 

an instance of Noname rapping alongside those 
who know her best. 


Just a week prior to the release of Room 25, fellow 
Chicago alternative rapper Joey Purp (a member of 
Savemoney) dropped Quarterthing, a project that 
by design hits infinitely harder and lacks in the 
poeticism Noname makes it a point to offer. 
Nonetheless, the record is Chicago to its core. The 
sounds of Chicago House and Juke music permeate 
stand-out tracks “Elastic” and “Aw Shit”, 
respectively, and the same unwavering devotion to 
collaboration within the Chicago scene in effect 
throughout. Joey Purp and Noname are mutually 
honest about their fears and vices in a city where 
they don’t feel safe and a country where they don’t 
feel valued. Quarterthing ends with an appearance 
from East Coast hip-hop royalty the Gza, but he 
doesnt deliver the sort of hard-bodied rap verse 
that could be expected from him and Purp. It’s a 
piece of spoken word that could be found at a 
Chicago open mic event otherwise. 


Neither Room 25 nor Quarterthing have any label 
backing; a look at their Spotify release pages reveals 
only the respective artists’ names in the release 
credits. The combined strength of the internet and 


Music 


Chicago’s own unity has cut out much of the need 
for major label middlemen. This development in 
music distribution surely has not been lost on older 
Chicago MCs either. Lupe Fiasco’s Drogas Wave was 
released completely independently on September 
21st (a week after Room 25 and two after Quarter- 
thing for those keeping score). It is a feature-length 
conceptual opus encapsulating the struggles of 
Lupe’s ancestors to Lupe’s own struggles while 
signed to Atlantic Records. It is a massive 
undertaking that makes its length worth every 
second, as opposed to the the sort of stream 
inflation that has marred works like Drake's 


Scorpion and the Migos Culture II. 


“What makes Lupe, 
Noname, and Joey Purp 
unpalatable to the 
major label hip hop 
industry lends them 
unrelenting authenticity 
and creative energy..." 


After numerous false starts on Atlantic Records 
(including the highly underrated Tetsuo & Youth), 
Lupe has realized a vision that is truly his and it has 
made for possibly his best material yet. What makes 
Lupe, Noname, and Joey Purp unpalatable to the 
major label hip hop industry lends them 
unrelenting authenticity and creative energy, 
making for some of the most compelling sounds 

in hip hop to come out this year. Right now the 
largest artist out of the Chicago alternative scene, 
Chance The Rapper, treads a line between what 

the industry expects of him and the sound he came 
from. Incessantly xeroxed collaborations with DJ 
Khaled and an extended break between projects has 
threatened to offset this balance, but for now his 
music has held up. The Chicago alternative scene 
has given him plenty motivation to follow through. 
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5 Notable Queer Albums 


Izilda Jorge and Jovan Snyder 


(Disclaimer: The albums below deal with LGBTQ themes and issues. While some bands 
have openly fronted their sexual orientation, | cannot speak for the orientations of the band 
members themselves. Team Dresch, Sleater-Kinney, The Internet, and No Vacation explore 
women-loving-women relationships, whereas Bronski Beat represent the men-loving-men 


sphere.) 


Team Dresch 


SLEATER-KINNEY DIG ME OUT 


Dig Me Out: 
Sleater-Kinney 
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Captain My Captain: 


Team Dresch is an act synonymous with the politically and 
socially charged riot grrrl movement of the late “80s and ‘90s. 
The album, while only 35 minutes, manages to release various 
narratives of women dealing with sexual frustration, heartbreak, 
utter love and adoration towards the girls in their lives. 

Whether you're screaming about your unrequited feelings or 
gushing about companionship, Team Dresch has a song to 
match your mood. This album is of the grittier punk variety, and 
while it is a product of 1996, this album sings like it's coming to 
you live in 2018. 


Tracks That Will Make You Sad and Gay: “Uncle Phranc,” “The 
Council,” “To the Enemies of Political Rock,” “Take On Me,” 
“Yes I Am Too But Who Am I Really?”, “Musical Fanzine,” “I’m 
Illegal," "Remember Who You Are" 


The third full-length album of punk trio Sleater-Kinney packs a 
ridiculous amount of punch, which directly matches their 
impact as the tail-end force of the riot grrrl movement in the 
90's. Vocalists Corin Tucker and Carrie Brownstein complement 
each other's vocals like no other duo. Their chemistry fuels the 
paranoia, vulnerability, and confusion in navigating the 
uncharted waters of relationships with another girl. Can't she see 
how much cooler she is than you? Cant she see you love being 
around her and you don't want to leave her bed? Corin Tucker's 
piercing vocals and the undeniably infectious melodic hooks and 
licks of guitars, this album will leave you playing it on repeat as 
you chase the highs and lows of the narrator. 


Tracks That'll Fuck You Up: “One More Hour,” “Jenny,” “Things 
You Say,” “Buy Her Candy,” “Turn It On,” “Dance Song 97” 


Music 


Hive Mind was created following The Internet’s Grammy 
nominated hit album Ego Death. It follows the trials and 
tribulations of (queer) love, with all the smooth jams and 
heart-eyes characteristic of the lead singers’ style, Sydney 
Bennett. Too often R&B-especially of the early 2000’s- describes 
women as sexual objects to be admired and obtained, with a 
sexy bassline to counter the rapey undertones. But Syd and her 
bandmates create an album that transcends that misogyny, and 


shows a woman trying her hardest to love another woman. I 
doubt this has ever been vocalized in such a beautiful, funky, 


Hive Mi nd: sensual way. 
The Internet 


Tracks That Make You Want to Be in Love: “Come Over,” 
“Next Time/Humble Pie,” “Mood,” “Wanna Be” 


‘80s music hardly gest the love it deserves. Synth pop is an 
untapped art form with absurd potential, and the Bronski Beat 
do the genre justice. This debut album consists of some covers, 
like “Need A Man Blues” by Donna Summer. While initially 
receiving backlash, Bronski Beat emphasized that they covered 
the song as to reclaim the gay identity, contrary to the gay 
audience that Summer initially disowned and abandoned. 


Unlike more nuanced gay bands of the age, Bronski Beat is 
upfront about their love for men and openly articulate every gay 


B E A 
"he Age of Consent: thought and desire they have. 
Bronski Beat 


Tracks To Get You Feeling Yourself: “Smalltown Boy,” “Scream- 
ing,” “Hit That Perfect Beat” (not part of the album but a 
goodie), “Why?” 


While yes, technically Intermission is the album No Vacation 
created, I cannot emphasize that the band’s recordings have 
evolved since the initial 2018 album release. Listen to their 
recent Audiotree live session and see for yourself. There’s truly 
nothing sweeter than hearing Sabrina Mai sing about spending a 
night in with your loved one. Their sound is reminiscent of 
indie and dream pop, even getting a bit shoegaze-y at times. 
One cant properly convey the depths of which the 
instrumentals and rich vocals can bleed into your soul. 


Intermission: Tracks That Induce An Out-of-Body Experience: “Mind Fields,” 
No Vacation “Yam Yam,” “Reaper,” “Dream Girl,” “You're Not With Me" 
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